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easy till you promise it. I do not like your symptoms as you describe them. They are something like those that belong to the breakbone fever. That is not dangerous, I think, but very troublesome. Tell Dr. McCormick to write me word what ails you. And do not keep me from coming an hour if you are down to the bed. Now, dearest, trusting that this letter will find you better, I shall answer the remainder of yours. You mistook me a little. It was for Blanche I was interested to know of the sons. You know I like the old gentleman, and fancy his sons would be agreeable. The daughters are less objects of interest, except to compare with her. And I suppose that under it I wanted to spite you a little. You must see, it was a trial of patience to have you leave in that abrupt way, and then detained for nothing. I knew well enough you must go, and the likelihood that you would be detained, still I could not feel indifferent for we do not always govern, but are governed by our feelings. Have I made the amends, you testy baby of the family? If I have, kiss me t.Tn'a minute, and do not prate any more that you cannot write me "long, and pleasant letters." Is it long, or love letters? I cannot exactly decide which word you have written. But you will write both long and loving letters, if you are not sick. No, mine are the long letters. Yours shall be the loving, short and sweet! Is not that fair? But if you are sick, I will be long, loving, and of infinite kindness and tenderness, so that you will like to have me near you every moment.
Did I not write of the children? That is because nothing would do but I must monopolize all your attention. That was very contemptible. To begin with, our lovely eldest, she is growing so full and ruddy, she looks like luscious fruit, grown in a sheltered spot that the sun has kissed and ripened to delicious perfection. The richest peach Benny has brought in his basket cannot compare with the color in her cheeks. He has displayed the treasures he has gathered this morning, and piled them all about me, tempting with the white and pink, the deep yellow and bright crimson, explaining the superior quality, flavor, and juiciness of each. Paul and Harriet are at Dr. Richardson's, return in a few days. Now I must take room to write you about a horse, sent here yesterday. A boy brought him with a bill of expenses, three dollars, from Boston. Frazer says he was sent from New York. Have you ordered one home from the Fort? Frazer says